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He wondered what Olga would wear. She had a lot of
clothes.
When Wilson got over to the big house, he found he was
early. His watch must have been wrong. He sat down and
picked up a paper. The door leading into Olga's bedroom
was opened.
He looked up suddenly, Olga was there, in her room. She
was standing with nothing on in front of her glass. She was
even more beautiful than he had imagined she would be. He
tried to hide behind his paper. He was in a very embarrassing
position. He was sure she knew he was there, but he would
never be able to say so. Whatever happened, he was always
wrong. He never knew how he passed the time till she came in,
She was wearing an indigo satin cirfi that glistened wctly as it
clung to her body.
'Sorry I'm late,3 she said. 'Or were you early? And where
are the cocktails?' She picked up a little silver bell and rang it.
Wilson drank his Martini. He needed it.
Then they dined. Dinner was very quiet. They talked of
nothing, of Sebastian, of his own book, of Channel.,.
After dinner, she excused herself. 'Forgive me, won't you?'
she said. cBut we don't treat you as a visitor. And I'm so
tired.3
Back in the guest house he went over it in his mind. She
can't have known I was there. She can't have known?.,,
It was beyond him. He picked up a book about Bornean
leaf monkeys and threw it across the room.